WHITELAKE COTTAGE

WHEN MR. DEKKER AND HIS SON SET OUT TO WALK TO WHITE-
lake River they decided to cross that particular region in the
environs of Glastonbury to which local usage had come to re-
strict the romantic name of Avalon. Over the uplands known as
Stonedown they directed their way straight to the hamlet of
Wick. At this point Mr. Dekker began to take a little surreptitious
pleasure in their excursion independent of its troublesome and
complicated purpose. He always loved a long walk with Sam
and there was not a field or a lane within several miles of their
home where some rare plant or bird, or, as the Spring advanced,
some butterfly did not arrest their attention.
"I was telling Mr. Crow," said Sam's father, "about this hamlet.
Do you know, it was the one thing I told him that really inter-
ested him. A quaint fellow this Crow seems to be."
His last words were spoken in a raised voice for Sam had
moved a little ahead of him and was standing by the side of
an immense oak tree which grew at the edge of the lane. Another
tree of the same species, equally enormous, grew a stone's throw
further on; and these two gigantic living creatures, whose top-
most branches were already thickly sprinkled with small, gam-
boge-yellow leaf buds, appeared to be conversing together, in
that golden sun-haze, far up above the rest of the vegetable world
and where none but birds could play the eavesdropper.
The sight of these two titanic trees, trees that might have wit-
nessed at least a fifth portion of the long historic life of Glaston-
bury, suggested to the mind of the elder Dekker thoughts quite
unconnected with either Vikings or Druids.
"We must try again here this summer for those Purple Hair-
streaks, Sam, my boy."
But the lad heard his father's words without his accustomed
sympathy in entomological pursuit. His body was at that mo-
ment bowed forward towards the great corrugated trunk, his out-
stretched arms pressed against it, his fingers extended wide. All
this he was doing in complete unawareness.